Chapter Twmty-Thm
ZIGZAGGING  BETWEEN  CONTINENTS
AS THE s.s. 'GEORGE WASHINGTON' APPROACHED LOWER
Manhattan on a November evening of the same year, she
commanded a view of that peculiarly fascinating spectacle
formed by closely grouped skyscrapers towering one above
the other with lights twinkling from their countless windows.
It reminds me each time of the slopes of Galata, seen from
a ship slipping into the Golden Horn at night.
The next morning we landed. There were no mosques to
be seen, only minarets with windows, tall and slim and
straight, towering heavenwards. There was no voice of a
muezzin to be heard, summoning the faithful to prayer,
but only a frightful, all-pervading din. People who had
obviously never heard the Prophet's wise admonishment
that Haste comes from Satan, were dashing about like
ants, all bent on reaching the goal before their rivals. They
were propelled at such speed by the sheer momentum of their
pace that, when they reached prosperity, they could not apply
the brakes quickly enough, and skidded into the depression.
In the space of five minutes I saw more pretty girls than
I should have seen in five hours in Europe, and this brought
home to me at last why the discovery of America in 1492
was long overdue.
At the customs, I was met by a gentleman to whom I
had an introduction, and whom I had never seen before.
He was positively beaming with friendliness, and I acquired
a feeling of affection for him in the first two minutes. Three
minutes later, we were calling each other by our surnames
only, after another three minutes by our first names, and
five minutes later it was 'Joe' and 'Ed', and immediately
after that my friend began to look visibly grieved that my
first name would permit of no further shortening. Then
he showed me a photo of his wife, declaring that she was
the most wonderful woman in the world, which later turned
out to be only very slightly exaggerated; he called me 'the